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ONE September evening, four months later, when Mrs.
Barnet was in perfect health, and Mrs. Downe but a
weakening memory, an errand-boy paused to rest him-
self in front of Mr. Barnet's old house, depositing his
basket on one of the window-sills. The street was not
yet lighted, but there were lights in the house, and at
intervals a flitting shadow fell upon the blind at his
elbow. Words also were audible from the same apart-
ment, and they seemed to be those of persons in violent
altercation. But the boy could not gather their purport,
and he went on his way.

Ten minutes afterwards the door of Barnet's house
opened, and a tall closely-veiled lady in a travelling-
dress came out and descended the freestone steps.
The servant stood in the doorway watching her as she
went with a measured tread down the street. When
she had been out of sight for some minutes Barnet
appeared at the door from within.

* Did  your  mistress  leave  word where she was
going ?' he asked.

1 No, sir.'

c Is the carriage ordered to meet her anywhere ?'

' No, sir/

* Did she take a latch-key ?'
' No, sir.3

Barnet went in again, sat down in his chair, and
leaned back Then in solitude and silence he brooded
over the bitter emotions that filled his heart It was
for this that he had gratuitously restored her to life,
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